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I went to the door, but it would not open; the brass
handle refused to turn, so I took a bottle of milk and
with all my force struck at it. The only result was
that the bottle broke and the milk spilled over my
legs, and trickled into my boots. Crushed by this fail-
ure, I threw myself on the bundles crying softly, and
so fell asleep.

When I awoke the boat was again in motion, and
the window of the cabin shone like the sun.

Grandmother, sitting near me, was combing her
hair and muttering something with knitted brow.
She had an extraordinary amount of hair which fell
over her shoulders and breast to her knees, and even
touched the floor. It was blue-black. Lifting it up
from the floor with one hand and holding it with diffi-
culty, she introduced an almost toothless wooden comb
into its thick strands. Her lips were twisted, her dark
eyes sparkled fiercely, while her face, encircled in that
mass of hair, looked comically small. Her expression
was almost malignant, but when I asked her why she
had such long hair she answered in her usual mellow,
tender voice:

"Surely God gave it to me as a punishment. . . .
Even when it is combed, just look at it! ... When
I was young I was proud of my mane, but now I am
old I curse it. But you go to sleep. It is quite early.
The sun has only just risen."